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Faibhar

Camilla of Ancient Times part II

She had seen the construction near the palace steps. Now she was a part of it. Camilla tried to move her arms. They were tied behind her. Around the angled tree branch that now was her bed. It tilted up from a wooden base. Before her, two smaller posts rose. Atop each, her two ankles were tied. Her knees came just to about her chest. Between the gap separating her thighs, she saw the smiling lips of Indus. Her torso twisted more, but she was held fast. Squishing noises announced his closer steps. She looked up. For the moment, at least, the rain had ceased. She and the construction were a part of the low wooden platform. Noonday sun glinted from the silver helmet as it rose with the two steps to the top of the platform. The cheekpieces bore a trefoil design identical to those on the helmet worn by Vassus, only these emblems were done in gold. Lurking behind the fancy gear Camilla knew were the maliciously dark eyes of Indus.

The commander examined his foe and also felt his own lusts stirred by her naked charms. “Comfy, are we?”

Camilla silently eyed what appeared to her in her position as a giant looming above. Her tied wrists wiggled, yet found no purchase. The bark of the limb she laid upon scraped and her spread legs made vulnerability seem all too great, yet she tried to ignore these obvious discomforts.

Indus nodded to a legionnaire standing nearby with drawn gladius. The man needed hardly any encouragement. He bounded up onto the platform and stood at attention, the short sword in his right hand. Indus caught the flash of alarm from the duro maiden. “Fear not, hard maiden. My man Alloisius is not about to sever your womanhood with his knife. Just that,” his fingers glided over a raised leg. The skin was to his liking. “You being from royal Etruscan stock you have not only proved yourself a worthy opponent, but taken care of more, shall we say “feminine” things?”

Focusing on what he said she knew was a mistake, though being so displayed she was glad she had shaven. Everywhere, that is except…She felt the blade snip the tied corners of her loin cloth. Looking down, she saw the muddy rag pulled away and her own mass of dark brown curls closely forming a triangle. Arms jerked the wrists. They remained fast. Camilla concentrated on her breathing. Already her stomach was speeding as her chest pumped.

“Just a little personal grooming…SLAVE.” Indus motioned for the soldier to begin. The man jumped down to the ground, sliced a bladeful of mud from the ground and clambered back up onto the platform. Indus watched over the man’s shoulder as he slathered the rich emulsification over the genitals. Bare skin appeared as the steel made its first swath. “Closer my man.” He patted the soldier’s back as Camilla’s thighs jerked with the next swath. A rash of white appeared in its wake.

Stepping back down off of the slightly raised wood, Indus adjusted his breast-plate. Yawning back at him from between the two posts was a mouth that was truly feminine. “I want you to meet more of my men in a setting different than on the battlefield.”

Camilla fought the cords that held her steadfast to the angled limb. She heard Indus make his remark. Her neck corded as she raised her head to look in his direction. She let her head settle back down on the wood and sighed. Rape was to be expected, but what she saw standing to the left of Indus was a long lie of his army. A heavy sigh escaped her lips as the first soldier appeared. He, too, towered above. Standing between her raised legs the man reach down. Camilla felt rough fingers paw at her breast. The penetration came next.

More locals appeared as the sun shone brighter. Glittering jewels worn by the partrician or well-off equestrian classes sparkled with standing puddles of water. They watched from afar as more pedestrian groups with their drab outerwear swelled the circle around the platform to watch the rape of the dux femina. Insults hurled with mocking. Laughter greeted the occasional stout or older soldier who took his turn. The female general was taunted as she lay used as a common slave. Thick ones, short ones, long ones, all sizes of genetalia were stroked, then rammed between the thighs. Some of the men even came outside, landing their gism in gobs that trickled and then held on the woman’s trunk. Appreciative onlookers grew in numbers as the skies cleared and word spread.

Camilla entwined her fingers as they flipped her over and wrapped her arms around the tree. She felt cords retie her wrists and her calves bent up with the ankles securely tied to the posts. Bark rubbed her sternum raw. She felt like an enormous tree frog. A vow of silence was followed during the rapes. She felt cum oozing. The burning thrust into her maiden ass caused her eyes to water. She hung her head off the side of the limb as the male behind pumped into her. He finished, at last. Another took his place. This time, it went easier.

Paulina Domina fingered the gold encrusted brooch and seductively slid a yellow shoe up the inside of Indus’ leg as she watched the female nude tied to the angled limb. Her lover bent close to her ear. What she whispered surprised him. She and her friends could make use of the slave girl’s hair. He had thought it too muddy, until he realized it could be washed and dried. Female vanity! All this for hair pieces. He told Paulina to be patient and resumed his command.

“That is enough. Bring the lictor.”

The last soldier slapped the maiden’s ass as he shot his load in the air. Gobs fell onto the muscled back. A middle-aged man wearing a short brown tunic approached. Partially bald and a grizzled chin did not seem to slow his progress. Climbing the steps all could see the flagellum tightly clenched in his right fist.

At his commander’s direction, he stepped to the side of the perched female and swung. The three leather straps tipped with lead weights whistled. The hushed crowd heard them drum against the back as they hit. Red welts immediately appeared and seemed to grow brighter as more sunshine cleared away the storm clouds. A cross-hatched pattern sprung over the clenched flesh as the whipping continued. A signal was given. Hands came to untie and turn over the hard maiden. Her feet and hands were again secured..

Camilla seethed. She felt torn and scraped, yet something inside of her remained coherent. If she was to be tortured, she would be handled as the royalty she was and not some common slave. Gritting her teeth, she arched her back and thrust her chest up as high as she could.

Seeing the female’s defiance only mad the lictor madder. Cursing, he ordered his other flagellum, the one with chips of bone tipping each lash. Grabbing it from an orderly, he violently swung down at the raised breasts. Missing teeth showed in his cruel smile as three lines of red bubbled into crimson. Blood flowed. He swung again, this time at the raised thighs and was pleased to see a similar reaction.

“That’s quite enough.” The commander finished his wine and stepped closer to the platform. “Save her, lictor. She has quite a bit more to do yet.”

To Be Continued…

